106         THE     DON     FLOWS     HOME
Bending low behind the fences, Gregor ran along a side
lane towards the Don. He ran springily, making for the
point where the road dropped down to the bank. " So long
as there isn't an outpost there ..." he thought. He halted"1
for a moment. Behind him all Anikushka's yard lay open
to view. He heard a shot. The bullet whistled rapaciously
past him. More shots. " Under the hill, across the Don/'
he decided. When he was in the middle of the crossing a'
bullet whistled close to him and buried itself in the ice,
sending fragments flying. From the farther side of the river
he looked back. The shots were still sounding like a drover's
stockwhip. He felt no warmth of gladness at his escape,
but was oppressed with a feeling of indifference to all that
happened. " They might have been hunting an animal/' he
thought mechanically, as he halted again. " They won't
search for me. They'll be afraid to come into the forest.
I gave his arm something to remember me by. The scum,
he thought he could take a cossack with bare hands."
He made his way towards the winter ricks, but appre-
hensively avoided them and like a hare wound a long
entanglement of tracks. He decided to spend the night in
an abandoned rick of dry bulrushes. He dug into the top.
A mink slipped away from his feet. He burrowed up to his
head in the rotten-smelling bulrushes, and rested, shivering,
His mind was without thought or plan. The merest sugges-
tion of an idea flickered through his head: " Saddle the
horse to-morrow and get through the front to my own
side ? " But he could find no answer in himself, and lay
quietly.
Towards the morning he began to freeze. He looked out:
above him the early morning light was glimmering joyously,
and in the deep abysm of the blue-black heaven, as though
in the shallows of the Don, a bottom seemed to appear: an
early, smoky azure in the zenith, and a fading sprinkle of
stars around the edges.